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I was walking down the street one evening,
it was about 10:30,

I was walking from my office to my car.

I had to cross over the river to get to it,
and I noticed a homeless man

leaning against the railing,

not looking over,

but looking toward the sidewalk,

holding a plastic cup in his hand.

A 32-ounce cup,

one of the ones you get at Taco Bell across the river.

Plastic.
Refillable.

Normally I don’t donate anything to homeless people,
because usually they just spend the money

on alcohol or cigarettes or cocaine or something,

and I don’t want to help them with their habit.
Besides, even if they do use my money for good food,
my giving them money

will only help them for a few hours,

and I'd have to keep giving them money

all of their life in order for them to survive.

Once you've given money,

donated something to them,

then you're bound to them,

in a way,

and you want to see that they’ll turn out okay.
Besides,

he should be working for a living,

like me,

leaving my office in the middle of the night,

and not out asking for hand outs.
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I’'m getting off the subject here...

Oh,

yes,

I was walking along the sidewalk

on the side of the bridge,

and the homeless man was there.

You see,

they know to stand on the sidewalks

on the bridge

because once you start walking on the bridge
you have to walk up to them,

and the entire time you’re made to feel guilty
for having money and not giving them any.
They even have some sort of set-up

where certain people work certain bridges.

Well,

walit,

I'm doing it again...

Well,

I was walking there,

but it wasn’t like I was going to lunch,

which is the time I normally see this homeless man,
because during lunch

there are lots of lights and lots of people around
and lots of cars driving by and I'm not alone
and I have somewhere to go

and I don’t have the time to stop what I'm doing
and think about him.
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Well,

anyway,

I was walking toward him,

step by step getting closer,

and it was so dark

and there were these spotlights

that seemed to just beat down on me
while I was walking.

I felt like the whole world was watching me,
but there was no one else around,

no one except for that homeless man.
And I got this really strange feeling,
kind of in the pit of my stomach,

and my knees were feeling a little weak,
like every time

I was bending my leg to take a step

my knee would just give out

and I might fall right there,

on the sidewalk.

I even started to feel a little dizzy

while I was on the bridge,

so I figured the best thing I could do
was just get across the bridge as soon as possible.
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I figured it had to be being on the bridge
that made me feel that way,

for I get a bit queasy when I'm near water.

I don’t usually have that problem during lunch
when I walk over the bridge and back again,
but I figured that since I was alone

[ was able to think about all that water.

With my knees feeling the way they were

I was afraid I was going to fall into the water,
so I had to get myself together

and just march right across the bridge,

head locked forward,

looking at nothing around the sidewalk,
nothing on the sidewalk,

until I got to the other side.

And when I crossed,

the light-headed feeling just kind of went away,
and [ still felt funny,

but I felt better.

I thought that was the funniest thing.
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i know you'll be back
to take more from me

i always wonder

how much more i have to give
how much more i possess
sometimes i wonder

if i am spent

if i can take any more

but i always do
and you're always there

when you're gone
there will be

someone else

1 know it
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saw hypocrisy
in a bumper sticker today:

“Proud Parent of
our lady of humility
Honor Student”
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The dying weeping willow
looked like a thin, frail old man

trying to stand in the wind
when he cannot find a reason
to stand
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Analyze this.

Get yourself on track.

All men are scum anyway,

Christ,

this was just your reaffirmation of it.
None of these people really matter.
Just get back to your work,

get yourself focused again.

That’s how to demonstrate your worth.

You don’t care about your work.
Who are you trying to impress?
Let it pile up. It doesn’t matter.

God, why does it always feel like this?
Why is it that you have to

depend on others for your worth,
and when there is one little crumb of affection
thrown at you,

you savor it and pray

that it’s a sign for more

and you hope

and your pray

and then when nothing comes

it’s all the same again

except this time

all of your hopes are shot.

Why are there times like this when you feel so alone?
There are other times when you relish in your solitude.
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Look at the dishes pile up.
You should be doing laundry.
Slob.

Bitch.

Can't even clean up after yourself.

Why does everything have to hurt you so much?
Why are you crying so much more now?

Why do you look for ways to feel bad, reasons to cry?
What do you feel guilty for?

Why do you go through this?

Oh, don’t even try to daydream

and get yourself out of this.

It will always be the same, you have to remember that.
You can try to dream that you deserve something better,
but don’t bother.

You will always keep trying,

with the hope that it will get better,

and you will keep failing,

every single god-damn time,

and that’s the way it will go,

forever and ever,

on and on.

It won't stop, not until you do.

Can you resign yourself to this?

Can you resign yourself to not trying,

or are you going to keep building your hopes up
for nothing?



Janet Kuypers

What is the good of anything that you've done?
Are you any happier for it?

God, how do you go through these cycles?
How the Hell can you deal with it?

There’s got to be a way to get out of it.

Try not to think of it.
You're so lonely.

All you've got left to you is your mind,
and it’s destroying you, slowly.

When will it destroy you altogether?

When?

It’s only a matter of time.

Why do you dream? Are you trying to escape reality?
Are you trying to create a new reality?

I think you dream and dream

until you think that it’s all actually real,
and then when someone in your life
proves your dream wrong

your whole world falls to pieces.

Pieces.

Little pieces.

Look, there goes a few now.

Try to pick them up,

you're going to lose them if you don’t pick them up
and try to piece them back together again,

and then you'll be destroyed.
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Can you create a new dream with what you have left?
You want to slip into it again.

It's what keeps you alive, keeps you going.

I¢’s the only thing that gives you hope.

But what the Hell do you need that hope for?
You'll be let down, you know it,

if you can step down from that dream of yours.
Just get out of it! Just stop.

All these good dreams keep reminding you

of what it could be like,

if only you were someone else,

if only you were someone liked

and successful and important.

And those bad dreams,

those are your way of punishing yourself for dreaming.
Your mind slips them in there,

when no one else is looking,

and then,

because you live in your dreams so much,

you have to play it out,

and then you'll cry and cry

and there’s nothing you can do.

You can't face up to it, can you?

You'll be no better than this.

Your life will be no better than this.
Nothing will be better than this,

better than dreams turned into nightmares.
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i want a big house with filtered central air
and i want a big lawn so i can recreate nature

and i want a big fence so 1'll know what’s mine
and i want the evergreens trimmed into neat little
balls, because it has to look neat. plant everything

in a row.

and i want to spray chemicals on my lawn
to keep the dandelions away

koK%

and i want a plastic lobster bib
over my fancy dress at the fancy restaurant

and don’t forget the hundred dollar champagne

and i want a big fat car, and i want
someone else to drive it

and i want the two kids, one boy, one girl
and i want a nanny to take care of them for me

i want to be famous
i want everyone to love me

1 want it
i want it all
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